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Notes on Some of England’s Younger Novelists

HEN one altempis any kind of
estimate of the vounger Knglish
novelisis cne is eonfronted by several difi-
eulties,  Tn the first place they are still
“younger™; that is, they are all, with the
exeeption of Pereival Gibbon and J. H.
Beresford, ouly a few vears over 30. In
spife of the volume of work they have
alrendy produeed, beipg novelists and nol
poets, the books for whichi they will finally
stund are in all probdbility yet to come.
Every yusr some eritie solemnly an-
nounces that Mr, Mackenzie or Mr. Can-
nan or Mr. Swinnerton has shown us
now the best that he ean do.  They are all,
with agnin the possible exeeption of Mr.
Beresford, in the preliminary stages of
their art.

The second diffienliy is one of elnssin-
vation.  Elver sinee come (wo vears before
the Henry James published his
manifests abont the “vounger novel” in
the Times this clussification has been per-
sistently cttempled. Henry James failed
becanse le obstinately refused to apply
any but his own persona! methods to the
urt of the novel, and natprally he diseov-
ered Edith Wharton to be the most pe-
feel novelist of our time. Arthur Waugh
was, perhaps, the most suceessful inter-
preter of the youager novel when he de-
clared a eertain romantie realism to be the
new note. But in any ecase this classifiea-
tion is bmpossible. The new men have
little in eummon. There i« & wide distanee,
indeed, between the realism of Simister
Street and the realism of Nocturwe, be-
tween the detailed analysis of Mary Olicier
and the detailed analysis of Virginia
Wooll’s Nigkt and Day.

I bave ventured tc make a division here
hetween the romanties and the realists
simply because I janey that I do see here
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a real difference of aim; only oue writer

of all the men whom I mention seems io
me a romantic realist in the modern and
Conradian sense of the word—Franeis
Brutt Young, and only two womun— Sheila
Kaye-Smith and Clemence Dane.

Of the younger romantics now writing
the most important in the popular estima-
tion is undoubtedly Compton Mackenzie.
I speak of him with some diffieulty, be-
cause there is some element in his work, &
kind of false theatricality, a sort of tinsel
and gold tissue effect that spoils for one
everything that e writes. 1 have not read
lis last three hooks, and 1 am not likely
fo read any fulure work of his, simply
beesuse this element seems inseparable
from his art. It would he absard there-
fore for me to say movre of him than this:
that hjs eleverness, humor, sfyle and dra-
matie sense have placed him in the envi-
able position of bheing alone among the
vounger authors in thai he has a wide
popular eirenlation and is also seriously
estimated by the crities.

His books give pleasure to all kinds of
péople, and many crities believe him to be
the future leader ¢ f the English novel.

After sim in popular estimation among
the more romantic Younger writers ¢omes
J. C. Spaith. Soaith’s position is a most
enrious vne. He has written every kind
of novel. the costume romanticism of
Wistress Dorathy Marion, the Meredithian
ftroker of Covenden. the mysticeal Will-

Jurdan wnd Henry ANuortheole,
whimsieal, bhumorous Araminta, the
werions Saidor and Undefeated. One
thine he has never been, mnd that
5 sheer realist. He promised at one
time to be the best romantic novelist of
our time. Broke of Covenden and Henry
Vortheote are astonishing examples of
modern romantie writing, and Broke at
least will always keep its plaes. For
mysell he has never touehed that great
level sinee those two books, and both The
Sailor wnd The [Undefeated were spuiled
for me by what I felt was undue senti-
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mentaliny.  The “pathetie fallacy
both of them driven inte
ditels.

I don't know why it is, but he is seldom
wentioned by erities when they try to
summarize the lternture of their day; he
is certainly worthy of much more serigus
estimation than many of the young drab
realists pow in fashion. He may easly
still prove himself 1o be the leading novel-
ist of them all,

Another romantie novelist whe las not
vet received his proper doe is Frederick
Niven. I wrote abont Lim, I think, in
one of these letters seversl monihs ago,
ard =aid then that he war nnderestimated
beeause he had tried so many varions
kinds of fletion. It is noticeable of him
that however grimly realistic he has en-
deavored at times to be, especially in
Justice of the Peace and Two iicnerations
and Ellen Adair, the romantie, poetic note
bas persistently obtruded. This is partly,
I think, because he has a very beautiful
and varied style, a litte imitative, per-
baps—he writes more like Stevenson than
sny novelist of our time—but often elo-
quent and moving, The Justice of the
Peape i n fine novel. No modern bas put
(tlasgow and Edinburgh so truthfully on
paper, but 1 think he is more truly him-
self in sueh deliborately romantic movels
as Dead Mew's Belle and A Wildernees of
Monkeys.

He would probably strongly ebjeet to

On Exploring an Attic Treasury at Random

ARL VAN VECHTEN discourses

80 admirsbly on so vasi'an array

of topies kindred to art that ope is hard
puf to it at times to discover just wherein
be {ails of signal achievement as a eritie
and essayist. His method of workman-
ship suggests Arthur Symons at times;
again it seems to be the delightful
trumpet (or is it a piecolo?) of Huneker
that he is blowing. Arthur Symons em-
braces and makes peculiarly his own the
subjects he treats through sn impression-
istic rendering of his own spimt always.
The reader feels the intense personality
of the man (that personality thet has
shrivelled and suffered in =0 many tran-
sient flames) in every line Symons writes,

Mr. Van Vechten may be described as
more objective in hie treatment of sub-
Jeet matier; the render is eoncerned more
wilh the theme and less with the writer.
This ean hardly be ealled & matter for
eriticism, for in a final analvsis one
method is as good as another; it is merely
a matter of personal predilection. Next
Huneker, liowever, your reviewer
knows of no Ameriean essavist and ertie
of the arts whom he would rather read
than Carl Van Vechien.

In the Garret is espemally pleasing.
Like The Merry GGo Hound itlis a easnal
eollestion of essayxs and ertiques, often
illuminating in their evocative urges and
always enterinining for quaintness
conceit, freshness of attitude and fehisity
of expression. Musie, apparently Mr
Van Vechlen's dearest love, as it 1s that
of Huneker, is liberally.commented upon,
but there are a number of other topies.
These range from the folk songs of Iowa
to the boly jumpers of the Bahama
Islands. Naughty George Moore is among
those present in the garret, along with
Sir Arthur Sullivan, Haveloek Ellis and
Uscary Hammerstein.

Then there are vivid glimpses of Mimi
Aguglia as Salome, snd a rather fateful
intimation of her since accomplished fail-
ure as au English speaking actress. Also
is there comment on Ridgely Torrences
attempt toward the establichment of a
negro theatre, the achievements of the
Yiddish players in New York, the Span-
sl theatre and the Jack of it, a review of
the hifle of that adventurer Plilip Tlick-
nesse and a dissertation on the relative
difficndties of Jdepicting heaven and bell
MO,
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the most deliciops ll:'[‘u"f,‘y in

is the aferementioned descrip-
tion of the folk sopgs of lowa. Folk
songs of lowa! gasps the reader. Then
Le pernses an aml leavmis. Mr. Van Vechten
L—agring.
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my calling A Wilderness of MHenkeys a
romuntic novel. He intended it doubtless
for Berce and bitter prolest against the
sex preoceupation of his time. Whatever
he mtended it to be, it is unquestion-
ably as a poetic romance that it finally
evolved. 1t is a eurious and moving book,
unlike any other in the English Ianguage,
and ope that persists most obstinately in
the imagination long after it has been
read and pat away. His Western eowboy
sfories are more declared romances, and
beeause of the simplicity of their sim thevy
bave perhaps been too easily dismissed
by the erities. Nevertheless, in such books
8% Hands Up and his latest, The Lady of
the Crossing, be bas taken old themes and
. given them a pew’eolor and beauty. I
don't know a modern novel that is essier
to read and simpler to enjoy without any
sense of degradation or of time wasting
than The Lady of the Crossing. No meta<
physies, no realism in the old sense, very
iitile anclysis, but good English, good
bumor and living buman beings.

Niven has nof, I think, combined the
romantic snd realistic strains in him a8
he should do. When he does, and the
time is pot far away, perhaps, he should
produce 2 book that will startle the Eng-
lish speaking world.

I bave left to the last the man who is
T think, among the more romantic younger
Engilish novelists, easily the first. I mean
Freneis Brett Young. -

through the volumeés of certain literary
adventurers who were discovering folk
songs in all corners of these Uniled
States. The hint was enough. Mr. Van

‘echten determined io besome an ex-

plorer, and he picked Towa for vietim.
Armed with a tuning fork, a pad and a
peocil, e set or sat forth in an ancient
carriage, aflame with ardor and ambition.
He stops at a farmhouse, where, as he
fondly imagines, folk song might exist.
Aiter being informed that “we don't
“want W buy nothin’” he wheedles the
womsn present into securing a song for
bim. Her dsaghter Aggie will oblige, and
the explorer settles himself to take notes.
In a loud voice Aggie pours forth her sofil
in this wise:
“Oh——ev 1y evening hear him sing
it's the cutest little thing,

Brett Young published firdt with his
brother x movel, rndrrgrni-ﬂb. and this
was a very remarkable study in atmos-
pbere. It is as a erdator of atmosphere
that be still stands out “vom the rest. [
sometimes wonder whether he will not al-
ways be poet rather than novelist, as, in-
deed, so many of these younger romantie
novelists tend to be. It is interesting to
nole that Markenrie, Niven and Brett
Young havesnll published volumes of verse,
while Beresfonl, Swinnerton and George,
the leadérs of the vounge: reslistic sehool,
bave never, so far as I know, written a
line of verse in their lives.

Breit Young's poetry is of the first in-
portance, and be is, in the opinion of
some ¢apable erities, the best of the newer
English poets. It is then, natorally, the
poetie side of bis fietion that is the most
satisfactors. When one looks back en his
novels it is always the atmosphere rather
than the characters in them that one re-
members—the Welsh mountains of Under-~~
growth, ihe sea ecoast of Deep Sea, the
mines of The Irou Age, the desert in The
Urescent Moon. He is nevertheless realist
as well as romantie, and alone in this ¢
group presents the poetrs and the prose
of his suhjects. He does not ecover it
with glittering moonshine like Mackenzie,
senfimentalize over it like Snsith, divide
his falent deliberately into romance snd
realism like Niven; he fuees all his ele-
meniz together and prodoees a real work
of art as a result. I am templed to say
that he writes better English prose than
any living English novelist save only Con-
rad. Whether that 1s true or no, his work
is of very real importanee and not to be
mizsed by any stodent of the English
povel.

Like Niven, he has not yet shown us
what he can really do, bt The Iron Age,
The Crescent Moon and The Young Physi-
cian are no bad beginning.

Hren Warroin

Got the cutest little swing,
muhy Koo, Hitehy Koo, Hitchy Koo.'®
“Why is it,” murmurs Mr. Van Vech-
ien feebly to himself elsewhere in the
article, “that Nalalie Baorlin, Loraine
Wyman, Frances Densmore and Ceeil
EBherp ean go out in the morning and re-
turn at night with a bundle of songs in
Mixolydian, Dorian and Folian modes?”
But he does find the folk song of Towa
in the rippling miles of corn, swayving
under the pulsating and multitudinous
voices of the wind. “I am the Corn! is
the folk song of Jows, and ean it be said
that any other state or nation has pro-
duced a better song?™
H.S. Q.

IN THE GARRET. By Cami Vax Veone
TEN. Alfred A. Knopf.
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by Harold MacGrath

Two were known; the third was a name to
be lived duwn, ta be kept dark.

The stakes?—a girl's love, a mother's happi-
ness and honor, a city's freedom from the
shackles of boss-rule.

This lutest MacGrath novel is & rare achieve-
ment in mystery, love and romance.

Invest £1.75 in two evenings’ pleasure—at
all booksiores, everywhere. Published by
DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & CO.
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The Taming of Nan

BY ETHEL HOLDSWORTH
‘““Author of “Helen of Four Gates, by an Ex-Mill Girl.”

A vivid, human story of hate, struggle and love.
hwsadnymacotlonmdlasa chid of eleven, knows her characters through and
through. Moreover, shcmukttlcnfrmdufhmﬂnmandm.mltyndmuaﬂmﬂhm
and humeor, and has drawn the bitter clash of opposing tempermments—that of the
violent and shrewish Nan, as full of unconquerable will and cnergy as a wild anima?,
and of the courageous, optimistic gant— her hostand —with extracrdinary power.

$1.90, at any bookstore, or niay be ordered, postage extra, direct from

E. P. DIJ'I'I‘ON & CO., 681 Eﬂth _A?e.,Hew York | -
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